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A STAGE OF ONE’S OWN
Reed Roberts
:KHUH,ZHQW WRKLJKVFKRRO WKHROGFOLFKpVDQGVWHUHRW\SLFDO WUXWKVVWLOOKROGIDVW
against ravages the progressive thinking that saturates liberal communities like the one 
,JUHZXSLQ1RPDWWHUKRZPXFKWLPHWKH37$ERDUGGHGLFDWHGWRORIW\LGHDOVVXFK
as acceptance and diversity, Hellgate High School remained always a place of  hormonal 
VHJUHJDWLRQDQGMXYHQLOHDPELWLRQ,QVKRUW+HOOJDWHZDVPXFKOLNHDQ\RWKHUKLJKVFKRRO
Finding a group of  like-minded individuals to associate with would defend you against 
WKHVZHOOVRI LQWROHUDQFHWKDWÁRRGKLJKVFKRROKDOOV7REHDORQHDQGIULHQGOHVVQRWRQO\
meant that you were considered a failure your peers’ eyes, but you also were prey for the 
bully’s, the fear mongers, and the disreputable gym teachers; strength in numbers, death 
WRWKHODPHDQGDQWLVRFLDOVXUYLYDORI WKHÀWWHVWDPRQJWKHLOOÀWDQGPDODGMXVWHG
,QKLQGVLJKWDPRERI GUDPDNLGVZKRFRXOGPDNHD OLQHEDFNHUKDVWHQGRZQWKH
hall is fairly atypical of  the traditional high school experience. But that was how it was at 
Hellgate High. We (perhaps delusional) thespians regarded ourselves as the elite, and that 
LVKRZZHFRQGXFWHGRXUOLYHVIXOORI VHOIFRQÀGHQFHYHUJLQJRQDUURJDQFHWKDWVWHPPHG
from feeling protected. Unlike most others, if  the social pressures ever became too great, 
we had a retreat, a home base if  you will, where we could escape. 
7KH $XGLWRULXP ODLU RI  WKH WKHVSLDQV DQG GRPDLQ RI  %ROWRQ 5RWKZHOO 0U 
Rothwell, our drama teacher/life coach, was a bald, thick-chested man with a fondness for 
Altoids, salmon colored tee shirts, and had an unconscious habit of  rubbing his nipples 
when waxing poetic. Memories of  Rothwell and of  his auditorium are hard to separate at 
WLPHV+HZDVDOZD\VJUXPEOLQJLQKLVRIÀFHRUVLQJLQJDORQJWRWKH7DONLQJ+HDGVZKLOH 
standing precariously atop a ladder, twenty feet in the air, rigging lights for the next show. 
No matter where you were in the 500-seat house, you could hear the echo of  his grizzly 
EHDU ODXJK)RXU\HDUVRI P\ OLIHZHUHVSHQWXQGHUKLV WXWHODJHXQGHUKLVJXLGDQFH,
WKLQNLI QRWIRUKLP,ZRXOGKDYHQHYHUKDYHPDGHLWWKURXJKKLJKVFKRRODQGSHUKDSV
for better or for worse, would not have been stuck with this elitist outlook on life.
2XUUHVSHFWIRU´%ROWDUWKH0DJQLÀFHQWµDVZHORYLQJO\UHIHUUHGWRKLPZKHQKHZDV
RXWRI HDUVKRWZDVPDWFKHGRQO\E\RXUIHDURI KLP+LVZUDWKZDVWKHWKLQJRI OHJHQGV
from throwing rings of  keys at students for forgetting their props to tossing teachers out 
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of  his auditorium for putting their feet on the seats, his word was law. Despite this, as a 
high school student, it is an unspoken rule that rules are meant to be circumnavigated, 
by any means possible if  need be. We, the minions of  Rothwell, may have taken this 
PHQWDOLW\WRRIDUDWWLPHVGRLQJH[DFWO\ZKDWWKHUXPRUVDERXWXVVWDWHGKDYLQJVH[ZLWK
HDFKRWKHU,QWKHJUHHQURRPLQWKHGUHVVLQJURRPVEDFNVWDJHRQWKHFRXFKLQVWDJH
right well, we were as promiscuous as we were elitist. We experimented with each other, 
and condemned the rest of  the school for not liberating themselves as we did.
Outside our comfortable home away from home, we were stoics, inside we became 
NLGVDJDLQODXJKLQJWHDVLQJSOD\LQJFU\LQJIDOOLQJLQORYHJHWWLQJLQÀJKWVDQGVWDUWLQJ
RYHU]HDORXVWLFNOHZDUVEDFNVWDJH,QWKHHQG,VXSSRVHZHZHUHQ·WPXFKGLIIHUHQWIURP
our untheatrical peers.
Mr. Rothwell is dead now and the theater now bears his name. As he lay dying, the 
FDQFHUHDWLQJDZD\DWKLVERG\,YLVLWHGKLP:HDWHSDVWULHVDQGGUDQNFRIIHH+HSRXUHG
DKHDOWK\GRVHRI ERXUERQLQWRKLVGULQN́ ,NQRZLW·VRQO\WHQµKHVDLGWRPH́ EXWZKDW·V
WKHSRLQWRI EHLQJDG\LQJPDQLI ,FDQ·WEUHDNWKHGDPQUXOHVVRPH"µ7KHODVWZRUGVKH
said to me were, “Reed. My good man, indeed, a great man. Keep acting kid, the stage 
ZLOOEHZRUVHZLWKRXW \RXµ+HZDVGHDGDQGEXULHG WKUHHGD\V ODWHU DQG ,KDYHQRW
EHHQRQVWDJHVLQFH,WKLQNWKDWLQUHDOLW\WKHVWDJHZLOOQHYHUPLVVPH+LVVWDJHWKRXJK 
Rothwell’s stage, and the auditorium so important to him, will never be the same without 
that strange and brilliant man.
